TUMBLING   IN  THE   HAY
he took his seat. He had a habit of uttering as an
exclamation, by way of a jest, what was later on to
become the text of an earnest and delightful dis-
cussion.
" You may consider yourself Hegel as far as the
beer goes,'* I said, " for the good beer is here, and I
stand for the Church."
He smiled incredulously, then said, "We were
talking of Plato the other night."
" It was the night before last. Last night we were
in the greenhouse talking of Spinoza, because it was
raining."
"The rain accounted for our being in the green-
house, not for our choice of subject."
" I am sorry ! My English is a little slipshod.
This evening you promised to explain------ No, no.
You promised to explain this evening how Hegel
excelled the Intellectualists."
" Can you name them ? Now, before we proceed,
can you name them ?"
" Certainly: Descartes, Spinoza, Leibnitz."
" Good. You forget nothing. If you would only
apply that memory of yours to the retention of certain
facts that go to a knowledge of Anatomy, for instance,
it would save me many uninspiring interviews with
McNought"
A sudden realisation of the trouble to which I was
subjecting one of the gentlest and most generous
of men, and the distaste and difficulties which met
one who was not even my tutor in tackling my Pro-
fessor of Anatomy, overwhelmed me. I stuttered out
an apology and tried to express the profound grati-
tude which indeed I felt, all the more because such
things were done with such unobtrusive good nature.
" I cannot tell you how very grateful I am. The
best proof of it, I hope, will be to make such inter-
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